in               WITHIN THE GATES
and her words become a murmur?)    Deus, in
adjutorium meum intende.    Domine, ad ad-
juvandum me festina.
(The READERS fold up their papers as she
is speaking her last few sentences, and
go out as they came in to staccato notes
plucked from a fiddle string. When
they have gone, and as the YOUNG
WHORE is reclining on a seat in the
centre, the TWO ATTENDANTS limp in,
and throw themselves on the benches
they sat on before, and sink into a
drowsy slumber?)
OLDER ATTENDANT (sleepily]. Community
singing everywhere.    They won't let a man
nestle dahn in peace nowhere.
(The   BISHOP,   after   hesitating   several
times, goes over and stands beside the
YOUNG WHORE.)
BISHOP (softly', and with deep feeling). You
are ill, my child, and you are lonely. You have
forgotten God for a moment, but He sends you
His everlasting help in time of trouble, and
through me, unworthy messenger, a share of
His sympathy and love.
(He sits down beside her.   She recovers a
little, sits up, stretches out a hand to
+      him, which he takes and strokes gently?)
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